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N/A 


Once upon a time, | said to God in a dream, ‘| want a cookie right now! God responded, ‘If you listen to what | 
say, tomorrow you will have 100 cookies But | was never good at delaying satisfaction, or believing in God for 
that matter. Then | joined Metallica and had all the cookies that | wanted. | became a believer. It's difficult not 
to believe in a higher power when your biggest dream comes true. It's when the shit hits the fan that you 
resort to heresy. | licked my lips and looked at the object of my lusty meditations, he was playing a fast power 
chord. His biceps rippled under his shirt and then his fingers relaxed and hung over the fret. He fixed me with 
his piercing blue eyes. | held his gaze for a moment and looked away. That's all it took these days, his eyes 


Every so often life throws you off balance by sending you the right person at the wrong time. | have always 
had timing issues, which is ironic given my craft. l'm a fucking bass player. I'm supposed to be on top of time. 
But sometimes, being smart as a whip includes knowing when not to crack it. | was in love with James. As 
strange as it might sound, it felt natural. Virtually everyone | knew in bands had similar dynamics with their 
bandmates. It's inevitable. You expend your life-force creating with someone, and before you know it, your 
souls exchange places. One night, as | was jacking off before sleep, James flashed in my mind. | thawed into 


liquid fire. After four years, | was in lust. Then it evolved into full-scale incandescent love. 


Kirk grinned at me from his perch by the stack. Lars was motormouthing something about saturating the 


harmonics on ‘Wherever | May Roam’. | agreed with him. 
"Contour control, Kirk. Kirk!" he snapped his fingers. 


"Dude, I'm listening. But I'm pretty happy with the set-up. Like this pedal is perfect for the sound I'm going for. 
| think the effect is the best emulator available. The harmoric distortions are rad. Why fuck with that?" 


"Because it clashes with the V Mark series amps! That's what we'll be using on tour. The saturation will drown 


out the harmonics. Don't you guys give a shit? James?" 

"Yeah," he scratched his chin. "I agree, but we can equalise the sound." 
"Before every concert?" Lars asked exasperatingly. 

"It sounds fantastic with a Strat and humbucker style guitar." 

"You don't use a fucking humbucker pickup!" 


"Lars, chill. You're giving me a headache. Another option is to run the speaker out to a 4xl2 or a 2x12 if we 


want more air pushed through for a bigger show." 

"How, the fuck, will that help the harmonics?" Lars gritted his teeth. 

Amp dimersions? | rolled my eyes. 

It was time for a little rhythm solidarity. | had more patience for James and Kirk's whimsical ramblings than 
Lars, but it would always reach the point where | felt like we were talking to children. / want / want / want! Fuck 
off and take what you're given 

| put my bass on the stand. "We spent close to $40K on your equipment alone and I'm sorry to break it to 
you guys, but you don't know how to use it. Kirk, that Tech 2] GT-2 you're so in love with lacks body, whereas 
the Tri AC can isolate the body of each string or group of strings and gives you a purer, more equal output" 
"Thank you!" Lars waved his hand. 


"The Tech 2I will over-sat your solos and sound crap live." 


"Exactly," Lars cracked open a beer. “It's not like we're gonna have the benefit of Bob and Randy on tour with 


us to fix your sound We need to be conscious of that.” 
Our guitarists went silent. Lars and | exchanged winning smiles. 


"| want a humbucker," James mumbled. 


A short while later, when the coast was clear, | ambled up to him. 

James was strumming his ESP Explorer. It was the one with the black finish and white pickguard, which as far 
as | was concerned was his most beautiful guitar. He stopped playing. | smoothed my palms over his thighs and 
he opened his legs, drawing me closer to him. Good thing there was a chunk of metal between us. 

"Wanna catch a movie later?" 

"No," he smiled softly. "| wanna be alone with you." 


"Dark movie theatre has its advantages." 


"Bed in an empty house has more. We can turn the lights off and pretend Bruce Willis is blowing shit up if 
that'll do it for you, Newsted" 


| grinned. "You do it for me plenty." 

His thumb brushed over my lower lip. "Yeah?" 

"Uh huh." 

He drew me closer to him and his Explorer pushed into my gut. | couldn't care less. He pried my lips open with 
his thumb and veered in for a kiss. But his lips barely touched mire. Instead, his tongue swept over my own in 
slow motion. 


The world tightened around me. 


He ran his finger along my jawline and down my neck, and then his fingers reached under my shirt and traced 
hot coals in my flesh. 


"Later." 

Once upon a time... 

there was a house, and inside it was a mirror. 

| had never given it a passing glance, except when | caught James glancing at me. When | saw him looking at me 
with lust, | dropped my eyes, but in looking away from him, | caught sight of myself in the mirror. His hands 
snaked around my waist and smoothed along my crotch. | leaned against his sculptured chest and smiled. He 


pulled my shirt off and the muscles in my arms stuck out like wire. 


He watched me through the looking glass. "Jason, if | have ever made you feel unwanted, or unworthy, or 


unloved or unwelcome, I'm sorry.” 


He unzipped me and reached into my pants. | closed my eyes. His fingers bowed slowly, lingeringly along my 


hard dick, stoking the fire into flames. 

"Open your eyes, Jason. Look at you." 

But all | could see were long strands of gold-leaf, framing the bluest summer skies. 

"James," | whined. "Fuck Let's go upstairs." 

"No," his breath was hot against my ear. "I want to watch you." 

His thumb circled over my cockhead in slow, tortuous spheres. | moaned and lifted my hand to his hair, 
caressing James as he caressed me. He built up a steady rhythm and stroked faster, pumping harder, before 


slowing down to rub precum along my shaft. 


| was coming undone. | was dissolving in his arms, like the ebb and flow of a distant tide, like the moon as it 


wanes and submits to the sun. 


"Fuck, Jason," he rolled and kneaded my balls. "You are the hottest thing | have ever held in my arms," his 


erection pressed against my ass and | whimpered. 

"Hotter than your Explorer?" | sucked in air. 

"Yeah," he turned my face and plunged in with a ravenous kiss. 
A lightning bolt shot straight through my dick 


| was flattened and sectioned into hundreds of small sensual experiences. He sucked my tongue into his mouth 


and pumped me faster. 
| fought against the convulsions. 


| tried to still his hand, to dispel my death, but the rapture shot up through my body, to my throat, and | 


screamed in his mouth. | was a gushing, flowing, floundering thing. 


| dropped off the face of the Earth. 


